306            SIR WALTER SCOTT        *T. 50

cockatrices hatch wher such cockes of the game do haunt.
Alweys ther was revel and wassail enow and to spare. Now it
chaunced, that whilst one Button, of Graie's-Inn, an Essex
man, held the dice, Sir Thomas fillethe a fulle carouse to the
helth of the fair Ladie Elizabeth. Trulie, my Lord, I cannot
blame his devotioun to so fair a saint, though I may wish the
chapel for his adoration had been better chosen, and the com-
panie more suitable ; sed respice finem. The pledge being
given, and alle men on f oote, aye, and some on knee, to drink
the same, young Philip Darcy, a near kinsman of my Lorde's,
or so callyng himself, takes on him to check at the helthe, ask-
yng Sir Thomas if he were willinge to drink the same in a
Yenetian glasse ? the mening of whiche hard sentence your
Lordshippe shal esilie construe. Whereupon Sir Thomas, your
Lordshippe's brother, somewhat shrewishly demanded whether
that were his game or his earnest ; to which demaunde the
uther answers recklessly as he that wolde not be brow-beaten,
that Sir Thomas might take it for game or ernest as him
listed. Whereupon your Lordshippe's brother, throwing down
withal the woodcocke's bill, with which, as the fashioun goes,
he was picking his teeth, answered redily, he cared not that for
Ms game or ernest, for that neither were worth a bean. A
small matter this to make such a storie, for presentlie young
Darcie up with the wine-pot in which they had assaid the
freshe hogshede, and heveth it at Sir Thomas, which vessel
missing of the mark it was aym'd at, encountreth the hede of
Master Button, when the outside of the flaggon did that which
peradventure the inside had accomplished somewhat later in
the evening, and stretcheth him on the flora ; and then the
crie arose, and you might see twenty swords oute at once, and
none rightly knowing wherf or. And the groomes and valets,
who waited in the street and in the kitchen, and who, as seldom
f ailes, had been as besy with the beer as their masters with the
wine, presentlie fell at odds, and betoke themselves to their
weapones ; so ther was bouncing of bucklers, and bandying of
blades, instede of clattering of quart pottles, and chiming of
harpis and fiddles. At length comes the wache, and, as oft
happens in the like aifraies, alle men join ageynst them, and
they are beten bak : An honest man, Bavid Booth, constable of
the night, and a chandler by trade, is sorely hurt. The crie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